THE   WOMEN   OF   PERSIA
at the idea of taking tea which had been poured .out
by a Parsee, as they believed it would make them
unclean for I don't know how long; so my poor
Bagi had to take a back seat and see others take
her place. My next " At Home " day I was wiser,
and secured the services of the mother of our syce,
who was a Moslem, as I did not like to see a strange
woman doing the honours of the tea-table.
Amongst the ladies that day was the wife of one
of the ex-governors of Kerman, and the good lady
did not let any one forget that fact 1 They were
always most interested in seeing and hearing all
about Feringhi life, and were specially interested in
photographs and pictures. One lady said to me
directly she was seated, " I want to see a picture of
Jesus Christ; " and on my showing her one, she most
reverently kissed it and put it to her forehead. They
much enjoyed listening to our little organ, and one
lady was so delighted that she gave her husband no
peace till he bought her one, and then nothing would
satisfy her but I must go and teach her how to play.
As her instrument arrived from Teheran with half
its notes missing, it is easy to imagine that her
musical talent (?) was somewhat put to the test.
However, she was very proud of her instrument,
and quite happy playing with one finger an accom-
paniment to some weird Persian song.
Of " home life" in Persia there is none; there is
no word in their language for " home/' and so it plays
no part in their lives. Life in the home varies very
much according to the rank of the husband. The
poorer wives and village women are blessed by being
obliged to work, but the better class have absolutely
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